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A TRA Hi. M. 


The following morning saw Lennox an early vist- 
tor at Willoughby’s Hotel; he found him engaged 
in giving directions concerning his approaching 
marriage, and laughing lightly as if there was not a 
care on his mind nor a cloud on his brow. 

‘Ha, Lennox, T am glad you have come, wait 
one moment and [ will attend you’—* Now,’ he 
continued, when the others had departed, * what 
news of this fair Dido ?’ 

| envy your mirth, Mr. Willonghby— 
Mademoiselle Estelle was conve yed home this morn- 
ing in a very dangerous state,’ 

‘Oh! women have dicd and worms have eaten 
them, but vot for love; but to business—see, here 
is a locket that I wish you to return to Constance, 
and get back for me certain letters that [was foolish 
enough to write her,—L do not wish to leave behind 
a trace of my former folly.’ 

* You had better ask them for yourself—the least 
you owe her ts to say farewell,’ 

‘Oh! no, it would hurt my feelings and could do 
no good—you must assure her that nothing but hard 
necessity could induce me to leave her, &c. &e. 
and any other lies you like to make out; and I say, 
Lennox, you seem to have a fancy for this discon- 
solate maiden ; now’s your time to make up to her, 
for there’s many atennis ball caught at the rebound.’ 

‘Mr. Willoughby,’ said Lennox, rising, * your 
selfish, mercenary feeling, and cruel policy, has 
made me think worse of mankind than I ever did 

before. IT tell you very frankly, that I execute this 
commission only in the hopes of benefitting your vic- 
tim, by letting her behold what a low, grovelling 

eature she has been unhappy enough to love. 
When this is done, our friendship is ended.’ 

With a heavy heart Lennox pursued his way to 
May Fair; and when the man opene d the door, he 
almost dreaded to ask him of his mistress. 

Mrs. Walton, the elderly chaperon, whom he had 
tirst beheld at the theatre, came down, and begged 
him to walk up stairs. 1 
moved since her return ; 

dying! 

Thrown across the bed, pale and cold as the white 
linen which enfolded her, lay the unhappy Con 


do not 


alas ' Sir, I am afraid sh« 





‘She has never spoken or 


stance: her long dark hair fell around her like a 
pall, and when Lennox first beheld her, he breathed 
a thanksgiving that her spirit had escaped from the 
inisery of earth: but she was not dead, and when 


' © . 
he breathed the one name that alone filled her heart, 


ishe started to sense and motion. Witha faltering 
voice Lennox executed his Commission, and placed 
in her hand the locket of hat and blue riband with 
which it had been worn. She looked sadly On it. 

‘Oh! when T cut him this, how little did I anti- 
icipate this hour! Look, (and she drew a similar 
| pledge from her bosom,) see this little lock of ches- 
[nut hair; from the hour it was given it has never 
left the sanctuary of my breast ; in sorrow and in 
|| pain I have pressed it to my heart, and felt com- 
forted ; when the memory of my home has risen 
| be fore me, LT have kissed this, and forgotten all be- 
side ; In the stunning hour when I first stood, com- 
pelled by motives strong as death, a candidate for 
public applause, even then [ felt this laying on my 
heart, and [remembered that there was one who 
would love me still, and [wept no more. IT will not 
part with it ; this at least can never change, and it 
shall lay in my bosom till I die. Say to him that 
my affection is not as the veering wind; even his 
cruel falsehood cannot change my love.’ 

‘Will you return his letters ?’ 

‘No: he shall not have the pleasure to see how 
they have been worn by the throbbing of my heart ; 
how my tears and kisses have effaced their charac- 
ters. Let this satisfy him.’ She threw them in the 
flames, and watched their consuming without asigh ; 
when the last spark was vanished, she fell again on 
the bed in a passion of tears. 

* Mademoiselle Estelle,’ said Lennox, ‘ I conjure 
you to control yourself, and forget a man who is 
so far unworthy of your love, that at this very hour 
ihe is courting the lady whom another week will see 
his wife. Let me entreat—’ 

She started up. * What did you say ?’ 

He repeated his words; she walked slowly up to 
him— 

‘Inthe name of the eternal God, have 
the truth ?° 

‘So may he help me in my utmost need 

She folded her arms over her breast. ‘ It ic over,” 
were all the words she spoke ; but there was a fricht- 
ful change passed her features. Lennox would have 

spoken, “but he felt strangely awed by the impress- 
jive, deadened expres sion of her 1 e.—Th: 
and Mrs Walton ( 
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‘Signora,’ she said, ‘the manager of the opera | 
has sent again to know if we have the physician's 
certificate of your inability to appear. He says—’ 

‘Tell him I will certainly appear to night, and bid 
Floranthe prepare my dress at once, for the time is 
short.’ ‘ Farewell, Sir, accept my thanks for your| 
friendly feelings ; say to him for me, that we shall 

surely meet again.’ 

‘For heaven's sake—" 

‘ Stay—there remains this, (she snapped the slight 
golden chain from her neck, and threw it beneath 
her feet, ) the last tie that bound us is sev ered. | Fare. 
you well.’ ‘ . ° . 

It was long past midnight, yet a small party of 
men were still assembled in an inner room of a spa- | 
cious mansion in St. James’ street, London. No-| 
thing could exceed the gorgeous splendor of the 
apartment ; art and luxury seemed to have outdone | 
themselves in its decoration; but the haggard | 
group assembled there recked ‘nothing of its mag- | 
nificence. Seated at a Rouge et Noir table, wasa 
man of noble mien, on whose desperate play the 
attention of the others seemed fixed ; his brow was 
livid, and the large gouts of agony rolled heavily 
over it; his ashy lips were forcibly compressed, as 
if he dreaded that the curses which rose from his 
heart might find a vent; and though his dilated 
eyeballs were strained upon the cards, their power 
of vision was almost lost in the overwhelming horror 
of his mind. Those who sat with him had the com-| 
posed, cold look of professional gamesters ; yet 
even their wonder seemed partially roused by the 
tremendous stakes of the other, and they suspended 
their own play to watch the issue of the final set 
made by him. Behind the chair of the player stood, || 
a tall interesting youth, whose actions belied his 
mild appearance; for it was evident that he had 
throughout the evening, urged on the unhappy loser 
totry again and again, supplying him with money as 
fast as he could lose it. He now bent forward and | 
whispered words of encouragement. 

‘ The red has been very unfortunate ; try a stake 
on black; my life on it, you win. Here, double 
your set, and you will redeem all.’ 

‘T have lost all,’ hoarsely murmured the player. 

*Pshaw! Willoughby, be a man,—if you leave 
now, you are lost,—try once more,—here is a note 
for what will cover all your losses,—put your hand 
to this I. O. U., and we are square. 

The despairing gamester glanced vacantly on the 
hill; its prodigious amount startled even him, and 
he put it back. 

‘Why, Willoughby,’ continued the tempter, * you 
are grown childish,—you are in for it already be yond 
hope, except by one luc ky hit. Remember Ellen, 
you have beggared he Pe 

These Jast words were spoken so deep and low) 
that he to whom they were addressed alone heard 
them. 
per offered, signed without looking at it, then grasp- 
ing the bill of exchange, set it on the black. The) 

smiled, and leaning back gave a momentary 
sizn to the dealer. The cards were made and cut, 
‘Rouge gayne et la coleur perd, was the hopeless 
Cry, and the pitile ; rake of the ¢ roupier swept away 
the last hope of the ruined gamester. From the 
moment when he had taken the money, Willoughby 
had closed his . nor did he move a single 
cle till he heard the decicion; then he smiled. 
the wildest burst of despair is powerless 

ghastly smile the features of a 
ster. He knows that he is ruined bevond hope o1 
redrege,—he that the those 


boy 


rus 

Oh! 
to the 
cume- 


eves 


which distorts 


Curses of 


remembers 


1; ition he has made,—he curses 


wall, silently tells of destruction and death. 


Fie started convulsive ly and seizing the pa-| 


———_——--— _———_-—_--- 
jwhom he has indone await : him.aahe wishes that 
ithe earth would yawn and hide him from the deso- 
s the cards, himself 
and his God in his despairing soul ;—yet he smiles !— 
that withering simile, like the hand writing on the 
The 
young man who had urged this awful crisis, now 
| drew him away from the table, and supported him 
from the Pandemonium into an outer room. He 
did not attempt to speak, for to name coinfort was 
mockery, and it was unnecessary to repeat the cer- 
tainty of his ruin. Willoughby was the first to break 


* the silence. 


‘ Lindsay,’ he said hoarsely, ‘leave me now. To- 
morrow,’ and he repeated his hideous smile, ‘ to- 
morrow, [ will settle all.’ 

‘Come, Mr. Willoughby, you must go home— 
home to your wife.’ E 
| ‘[ have no home—I have no wife,’ howled the 
despairing wretch, ‘1 desire to hear of none. Go 
you, and tell her, who was once my wife, that the 
iwrete h who has long neglected, has now beggared 
her! That he has repaid her trusting liberality by 
ruining her. Tell her the bed she rests her aching 
jhead upon, will to-morrow be seized from under 
her. 'Tellherthat her baby may cry in vain for bread.’ 

‘Oh, hush—be patient, be calm.’ 

Willoughby started as if an arrow had pierced his 
heart, and groaned heavily :—* Once I said those 
very words to one whose agony was equal to mine 
now »—Oh, Constance, you are fearfully avenged.’ 

| Lindsay shivered, and replied hurriedly—‘ It is 
very Jate and cold—come, Willoughby, you had 
better co home.’ , 

The agony of the unhap py man burst out again 
at the mention of home. ‘ Home! my home is 
in —— ha, ha,’—and he laughed aloud—* tell Ellen 
that L am gone there; and bid her stir the coals be- 
neath me with her tears and curses.’ 

The loud tones of his voice attracted a passer- 
by—for they had reached the steps as he spoke— 
and, as if attracted by them, he stopped short and 
looked steadfastly at W iloughby and his ¢ ompanion. 

‘Good heavens! Reginald Willow: chby—is it, can 








it be you ?’ 


* Colonel Lennox "’ 


They had not met since the marriage of Willough 
by, and Lennox had resolved never to be friendly 
with him again; but the agony of his countenance 
awakened his ancient regard, and he said 

* Merciful powers, how you are changed—but for 
‘jyour voice, I should not have known you: who is 
with you ?-—Hla, Mr. Lindsay, are you also playing 
this wretched game? [thought I saw you at the 
Opera to-night °’ 

Lindsay coloured— I was there a few minutes— 
do, Col. Lennox, speak to Mr. Willoughby. 
persuade him to go home.’ 
| Willoughby looked fiercely up,—* Again !—why 
will you torture me with that word ?’ 

‘Good God! what is the matter?’ asked Lennox 

‘Listen to me, and Twill tell you. | have for 
saken and brutally used my wite—I have made my 
baby-boy an houseless beggar—I have the fiends ot 
hell gnawine and he—he who has dri- 


and 


at my Vitals: 


ven me on to this, now bids me go home.’ 


As | 


torture 


ic spoke, human nature Cave Way under the 


,and he tell senseless onthe steps. Lindsay 


beckoned a man who seemed waiting for them ata 


little distance, and whispered to him some words.— 
Lennox recognised m him the old 
vant of his Ul-fated tiiend : 


to L.inds i\ 


and faithful set 
and | hit hie ard hun re? ly 
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* Nover tear sir, 1 will not leave him for a single 
second,’ 

‘Good night, Col. Lennox—good night, Mr. Wil- 
loughby ; 1 wish you better—good night, honest 
James, remember.’ 

‘'here is more in this than meets the eye,’ 
thought Lennox, as the slight form ot Lindsay moved 
rapidly away. * Where is it that I have seen that 
boy so frequently of late? Oh! I remember—it 
must be som—gracious Heavens! it is her doing—l 
will follow and see.’ 

He turned to follow Lindsay, who had cut across 
the Hay Market, and was making rapidly for May 
Fair. The Opera House was long since closed ; 
but fraginents of bills remained, announcing that Ma- 
demoiselle Estelle had that night played Medea. 

‘ Aye, even so,’ muttered “Lennox, ‘who that 
saw her with the blood of her children on her hand 
and brow—who that heard those 
triumphant revenge, could doubt that they came 
trom the heart! Love and j joy, and even hope may 

fade away, but vengeance endureth to the end.’ 

Lindsay liad now gained his place of destination, 
and passing round to a back door, knocked gently ; 
it Was instantly opened by a female. 

‘Is she still up +’ asked he. 

‘Yes, and anxiously awaiting you,—go up.” 

He ascended the stairs with a bounding heart, and 
entered a lady’s boudoir, The room was notlarge, 
butiurnished with oriental maguificence—the thick- 
ly-piled Eastern carpets gave back no footstep, and 
the pannelled doors turne dl upon their golden himges 
without asound. Blue satin draperies, fringed with 
sweeping bullion, were wreathed around the costly 
iirrors——several pictures and statues of Claude and 
Angelo were hung against the walls, and bespoke 
the refined taste of the owner. A harp stood ina 


recess, and a Spanish guitar lay by it, but several of 


the strings were 


bloomed beside, 


broken, and some exotics which 
had intertwined their silver bells 
around them—it had evidently been mute for many 
a day. Books and drawings lay in profusion on the 
luxurious ottomans ; but they lay unopened—frank- 
incense and cassia burned dull upon the golden cen- 
sors, for no hand replenished them ; and many an 
Asiatic night warbler thrilled his soft notes unheard 
and unheeded by the deity of this Voluptuous tem- 
ple. She lay reclmed on a pile of swansdown | 
cushions, and at her feet was couched an Italian 
greyhound, around whose graceful neck one ot her 
arms reposed ; the hand held some fadine 
flowers, on which her gaze was so intent that she 
reemed to count their withering leaves. She 
them not, it was seeming all: ber thoughts were 


other 


sav 


fur from this abode of splendor, wandering over 
the green hills of her native Tyrol. Her head 


rested on the sofa, and her long loosened tresses 
swept down in dark profusion, contrasting with the 
snowy bosom they fell upon; that snowy breast was 
not whiter than her cheek—and so motionless was 
her lip and eye, that the group more resembled 
rare piece of sculpture, than living creatures of earth. 
Lindsay stood some minutes unobserved, gazing 
with a flushed cheek on the beautiful image before 
hin—at last he soltly spoke her 

‘Constance, sweet Constance 
Hleaven, that you look so like 
Lindsay, welcome 
the work complete r 

A shade ret passed over his face. 

‘It is indeed! He is ruined beyond redemption. 


name, 
, are you dreaming 
an angel 2’ 

\_—_-what news ? is it over? is 


‘ 


of reg 


There is the bond and judgment you desired that 


he should sign; you are hia sole creditor, and to- 


fiendish tones of 


morrow you can, if you will, turn himself, his wite 
and child, houseless and beggared, upon the world. 
Oh, Constance! God alone knows why you have 
thus remorselessly sought the ruin of this man ; for 
myself, were it not for that passion which has be- 
come a part of iny being, | would sooner have 
died than been the agent of such hopeless destruc- 
tion.’ 

She had only heard his first words, and turned . 
from him at the sound; so he saw not the expres- 
sion of her features; but when she spoke again, there 
wes a flush upon her brow of strange and mingled 
feelings : 

‘Where is he now ” 

‘Gone home.’ 

‘With whom ? 

‘James.’ 

‘Enough! you have done well—farewell ! 
vo home, Lindsay, for you have need of rest.’ 

‘ Farewell again!” repeated he impatiently; ‘oh! 
surely I have now accomplished my task, and should 
receive my guerdon—not farewell again, my own 
sweet Constance !’ 

She repulsed the impassioned boy with a glance 
that was mixed of anger, pride and dislike. 

‘Stay!’ she said; *‘ to morrow wili behold my 
fondest wish completed ; after then, ask of me what 
you will, and I pledge my word to grant it, if 1 can 
farewell, to-night! 

‘Oh! no, no, no! 

‘ Begone! she repeated, 
friends no longer.’ 

She left the room as she spoke, and Lindsay slow- 
ly and sorrowfully bent his steps homeward out of 
humor with ber, himself, and all the world. * * 

‘Is Mademoiselle Estelle at home ?’ inquired a 

ventleman at her residence,on the foliowing morning. 

‘ She is at home, but not yet visible,’ wes the reply. 

‘Do me the favor to take her this card, and say 
that I aim waiting below.’ 

The footman returned, 

‘My mistress will see you, sir; walk up, if you 
please.’ 

‘ Colonel Lennox,’ said Mademoiselle Estelle, 
rising languidly from the sofa as he entered, * this 
is an unexpected honor,’ 

Lennox bowed stiffly ; yet the stern feelings with 
which he had entered alinost gave Way as he looked 
upon her features; they were so changed since he 
had seen her, that it was scarcely possible to recog 
| Nise her. Her brow was damp, her eye sunken, her 
lip livid, and the beautitul proportions of her form 
iwere wasted to almost spectral slightuess. She ex 
lrended her hand ; he would have declined taking it, 
(but it was so pale and transparent that his heart 
jrefused ; her voice was low and meek, and she 
Iscemed unable to stand from extreme exhaustion. 
‘Mademoiselle Estelle, are you aware that Mr. 
Willoughby has been this morning thrown into pri- 
‘son by a merciless creditor 2’ 

‘Tan. 

* Mademoiselle 

‘ J am.’ 

‘Is it possible! Can you forget, 

re deeply involved in his ruin ?’ 

‘Do you mean his wite ? She ts at this very hou 
preparing to leave hin and his home 
fly to guilt, misery, and irretrievable 
irms of the Lord St. 

‘Great heaven! let ine hasten to prevent and save 


Now 


hd 


proudly ; ‘ or we are 








Estelle, are 


you that creditor 2’ 


that the Innocent 


for ever, and 
my, mm 
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George. 


tie 


false libertine, 


her.’ 
‘ Stay, Col. Lennox, and hear me.’ She pro 
cured soine dro from aphial near and swallowed 
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them. ‘ My strength is all artificial, you see ; but 
at will Jast my time, for Iam dying’ 

Col. Lennox started ; she smiled faintly : ‘Yes, 
I thank God, my wear y race is almost done; the 
goal is in view, and [I must not sink now. 
you forgotten the fast time that I and Reginald met ? 
We have not seen each other since ; but we shall 
surely meet once more, and not again till we meet 
at the judgment seat of God. Col. Lennox, you 
may have loved and been beloved, but you know lit- 
tle of such love as that I bore for W ioughby ; you 
know how he returned it; you know how he cast 
away and crushed the affections of aheart that would 
have shed its blood by drops for him. During the 
wild anguish of that dreadful night, I deeply swore 
to be so revenged that he should feel my power in 
his inmost soul, and weep drops of blood over my 
wrongs. I prayed to that God to whom vengeance 
belongeth, for life only until this object was accom- 
plished ; upon this hope I have dragged through 
many a weary hour; it has been food and rest, and 
vital air to me; it has upborne me amidst anguish, 


dissimulation, and disease; it gives me strength || 


now to speak ; it will give me soon the power to do, 
and finally it will lay me at peace for ever.’ 

* And can these horrible feelings be the prevail- 
ing ones of a dying creature ? Woman, have you no 
sins to be forgiven by your God ? 

She appeared not to heed him, and continued with 
terrible emphasis :—* He married, but soon his 
thirst for power and preferment involved him in pe- 
cuniary embarrassment; this carried him to the 
gambling table, and there he became the prey and 
dupe of sharpers. By means of those riches, 
which were only valuable as they forwarded my re- 
venge, I have become his chief, his only creditor, 
and not only his possessions, but his person, are in 
my hands. But what is money ? while he would 
have a faithful wife to cheer his prison, while the | 
innocent laugh of a rosy child gladdened its walls, 
he would never feel the destruction he had brought | 
upon himself; but his absence and neglect have so} 
wounded the pride and roused the indignation of 
that wife, that she contemplates revenging herself 
by herown eternal rum. Much falsehood, treachery, 
and imposition have been employed to force her to 
this step; and even though consenting, her heart is 
all devoted to her husband ; and when passion has 
subsided, and she learns his ruined and desolate 
condition, what anguish will enter into her soul !’ 

*‘ How know you this ?’ 

‘ By the surest means. T procured my own maid 
to be engaged by Mrs. Willoughby, and know, 
through her, every working of her mind. On her I 

can also de pend to preserve her mistress spotless 
till the hour when my purpose shall be consummated ; 
that hour is at hand; come with me, and as you 
were a witness to my agony and wrong, behold also 
my triumph and revenge.’ * . . “ 

Like the bird to which it erst belonged, my 

‘gray goose quill’ is very mutable; one change 
more, and then, kind reader, I will trespass on your| 
patience no farther. 

A lady was occupied in assorting and placing) 
clothes in an open portmanteau, which stood beside 
her ; she was very young and fair, but seemed over- 
come by the deepest sorrow, for often she would 
throw away the article she held, and, leaning her 
head against the box, weep passionately for some 

minutes, then dashing her tears proudly away, con-| 
tinue heremployment. Another female, whose soft 
features and gazelle eyes bespoke her Italian birth, | 
was arranging jewels in a Casket. | 











Have 


‘ Be speedy, dear lady—the time is short.’ : 
* Beatrice,’ replied the lady, ‘I cannot go, T will 


‘not.’ 


* You have promised, Madonna.’ 

‘Yes, yes, | have—I will perform. Why should 
I stay with one who despises and forsakes me °° 

She was some minutes silent, then asked—* What 
was it Lord St. George told you?—my brain is 
dizzy, and I remember nothing.’ 

‘That it would excite suspicion to fetch you him- 
self,—but that he would seud one on whom you 
might fearlessly rely.’ 

‘It is well, well,’ she answered with a bewildered 
air; ‘I care for nothing now, but to show him that 
Ellen Grosvenor was not the heartless, idle play- 
thing he took her to be.’ 

‘They are here, Madonna—are you ready £’ 

. Ave, ready to do and die! Oh! ! Beatrice, when 
first he brought me here a rejoicing bride, did T con- 
template this hour!—But I will not weep,—no, he 
deserves no tears,—he too shall feel the griefs of 
hearts forsaken.’ 

A stranger, much muffled in a cloak and cap, was 
Waiting in the hall—he seemed to start, when first 
Ellen approached, but quickly recovermg hunsell, 
said, *‘ Mr. ‘i iloughby sent me for you, Mademoi- 
selle, he has been hurt by a fall. 

‘Who ?’ cried the weeping lady. 

‘Hush !’—remember the servants ; will youcome ? 
The last words weve so softly said, that Ellen felt as 
if she saw a friend before her,—she gave her hand, 
and past through the door almost unconscious of 
her actions. —A Carriage was in waiting at the end 
of the street, and soon it was rapidly whirling Mrs. 
Willoughby from her husband and her home.’ . 

‘The low tones of his voice died away ; there 
Was a pause broken only by Ellen’s sobs,’—at last 
she said,—* And my husband—does he know of 
this ?’ 

* No, nor ever shall.’ 

‘But Lord St. George, will he not speak of’— 

‘He has nothing to speak of,—many of your let- 
ters written to him under the influence of delusion 
and pride, were suppressed, and never given to himn— 
and for the last, in which a consent to this wretched 
step was wrung from you,—such an one was sub- 
stituted, as has sent Lord St. George aWay to the 
continent, to hide his disappointment and failure, 
and left him nothing whereof to boast.” * * * 

‘May God for ever bless you, my preserver,— 
where are we now ?’ 

‘At Kensington, where we are come for yom 
lovely child—had even my arguments failed, the 
sight of his innocent face must have recalled you to 
yourself. There, press him to your heart—have 
you known a mother’s love, and would you leave 
your child ?’ 

‘'Take me to my husband—this little cherub shall 
plead with him to forgive his Ellen.’ 

‘He isalready conscience stricken for his conduct 
| towards you—he knows the arts and jures that have 
been employed to ruin you, and of this step shall be 
forever ignorant; he sees the dreadful effects of 
gaming, and in remorse and anguish has abjured it 
for ever. When he hears that you no sooner knew 
he was ruined and wretched, but you flew to comfort 
him—he will bind you more firmly to his heart than 
when he wooed and won your virgin love.’ 

‘ Take, oh! take me to him,’ 

‘ We are here—enter the prison of your husband.’ 

Two gentlemen were waiting near, one of whom 
took the child in his arms, while the other supported 
the half faintmg form of Ellen Willoughby. Hei 
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mysterious guide walked alone and behind—se they 
entered the jail. 

‘ Willoughby,’ said Col. Lennox, ‘1 bring you 
“a Virtuons, tender wile, whom treachery and false- 
hood could not sever from your side, and who clings 
to your fortunes the move that they are fallen and 
lone.’ 

‘ Willoughby,’ said Lindsay, ‘ I bring you back 
the entire losses you have made, and restore you the 
deeds of a property as unincuwnbered as ever; the 
agony you have sutiered is not. thrown away, if it has 
dragged you from the horrors of a gaming house, 
and saved you from its ruin.’ 

Almighty God !—who has done this ?’ 

‘A friend of yours, unto death,’ answered the 
stranger, advancing and dropping the cloak which 
had concealed her, ‘ one whom nothing but death 
can teach to love you less.’ 

* Constance !’ 

She raised her eyes, and her pale lips moved in 
prayer. ‘* Blessed spirit of my samted father, aid 
your child once more—one last struggle, and all is 
over. She advanced to Ellen, and taking her hand, 
laid it gently on her husbavd’s breast. — 

He folded hes there, and their little boy hung about 
their knees, lisping his joy in childliood’s endearing 
accents. 

‘May God for ever—bless you—both—together 
articulated Constance with great difficulty, as = 
sunk to the floor. Lennox and Lindsay ran to her ; 
there was a smile of joy which passeth all under- 
standing on her faded features ; it was the last ray 
of reason that ever shone upon them. 

They bore her home, but she knew them not ;— | 
her mind had been strained to a fearful tension, and 
regained no more its power ;—her spirit wandered 
back to the home of her happy childhood, and often 
from her pale lips burst snatches of the wild Ranz 
de Vaches; she talked of her flowers and her birds, 
as if she still sat in sinless innocence at her aged 
father’s feet ; the load of misery whi¢h had weighed 
upon her breast from the hour shen she left ber 
native hills, was forgotten. 

Her sins were forgiven, aydtranquiliy she entered | 
into rest. Her last breath named her father, and | 
the blessed smile which gilded her dying face, seemed 
the seal of pardon and peace. * The silver bow was 
bent—the golden pitcher broken at the fountain ;’"— 
the spirit of the Tyrolese girl was gone to judgment, 
and surely the eye of Eternal Love would look with 
pity on her errors, and to her * who had so much 
loved, much would be forgiven,’ 










For the Rural Repository. 
To Nervous CELEBS, A. M. A. A. S. 


Poetry and Romance, Mr. Celebs, have evidently 
addled your brain ; like your great progenitor Don 
Quixotte, whose mantle you are so proud of inheri- 
ting, you have the wonde rful fac ulty of seeing things, 
which no sober person ever saw; like the knight of 
Lia Mancha, too, you fancy yourself the hero, who 
is about to purge society of * Gorgons, Hydras and 
Chimeras dire’ and prune our sex of an Atlantean 
mass of immodesty,’ which exists no where, but in 
the phrenzied recesses of your ownbrain. Mounted | 
on your Rosenantish Pegasus, you have sallied forth 
in quest of adventures, and your Quixotish | inagina- 
tion has c onjure “dl upa thous: ind maginat \ *eNtrava- 
gancies’ in our sex, on which you have commerteed, 
without rhyme, reason, or measure, as furious a 
charge, as the poor Don did on the wind mills ; 
what a remarkable coincidence, that too such giants 
in chivalry should have both waged war on castles 


F. R. S. 


| 


in the air. Ruts sir ] am not disposed to » flatter 
you—you are at best, but a degenerate son of that 
valorous knight ; to shield the character of our sex 
from foul aspersions, was almost the sole object of 
his life, while you seem to prolong yours, in spite of 
the advice of your best friends, only to sully the 
reputation, and blast the fair fame of the innocent, 
and the lovely. 

In the * plenitude’ of your spleen, you have 
jexbi austed the whole catalogue of scandal, in search 
of vulgar, and, * opprobrious’ terms to apply to us ; 
' She-romp, and other 

familiar to your lips, 
as household words,’ and from the flippaney with 
which the * accents’ of oblique slander flow from 
your tongue, I should fancy, although I am no dis- 
ciple of Pythagorus, that the soul of Sir Benjamin 





ithe epithe ts—* Termagant, 
culling from billingsgate, seem ‘ 


| Backbite, had been transferred to you. 


\|* She-romp’s Club’—Mr. 


‘| regulations, 


| 
| 


| Now Mr. Celebs, although we do not claim to be 
much better than the * vulgar,’ or very far removed 
from Algerines ; although we do not affect to be 
the foster-children of the graces, Or paragons in 
modesty; although we do not pretend that our 
minds have received an exquisite polish, that our 
manners possess 4thenian elegance, or that our 
sallies cf wit are sufficiently seasoned with the 
modern Attic salt, to compare with yours, on the 
’ \other side, still we have too much spirit, and inde- 
pendence to submit to be lectured by a libertine, 
who at this moment stands indicted in the Court of 
Cupid, for sundry ‘ misdemeanors’ by ‘merry moon- 
light.’ 

~ Without attempting to deny your own rude 
conduct at our parlor windows, you undertake to 
‘exculpate it on the principle of retaliation, permit 
a simple girl to ask, on what page of your criminal 
code, did you learn that retaliation was a sufficient 
justification for burglary 2. 1 await your answer— 
in the mean time I will remark tor your own espe- 
cial edification, that if you again * perpetrate’ such 
‘an act of rudeness under the cloak of retaliation, 
or any other disguise, you had better first don 
‘Malbrino’s helmet, and be prepared for such an 
japplic ation of angry broomsticks, as, bestowed upon 

your unhelmed pe ricraneum, might save you the 
‘trouble of committing * suicide,’ 
| In your last Mr. Celebs, you admit the existence 
of the * F ly Beetle Gnat Soc iety,’ and your dieu- 
tenancy in that band of worthies ; you also announc e 
as a * pretty bit’ of mews, that your * fraternity’ is 
only an auxiliary of another society, entitled the 
Celebs I had long been 
aware of the existence of that club; but as it is 
loc ated on the other side, I have not had as fair an 
opportunity of becoming familiar with its internal 
as yourself; as your poem is in the 
\Don Juan style, I propose that you devote one 
Canto, by way of episode, } in immorti lizing that sis- 
terhood—if you would thus ae quire with them, as 
you have alre ady with us, an enviable Celeb-rity. 


They'd be so grateful for the puff, 
Each girl would seize a brick, 
And build you up a monument, 
A thousand fathoms thick. 





as To am the sprig ev ‘st, 


I suppose you thought I could’nt write verses— 
ithere’s one unpromptu it is in the John Gilpin 
style, the prettiest poem that Byron ever wrote, 


| Your attempted pleasantry in relation to my 


‘natural somnolency,’ is far from being a luc ky hit, 


musical little elf i mn the 


world, and fleet as an * Antelone.’ If you thought 


me * somnolent’ fistied college words you we Mr. 
Celebs) on account of my last piece, I can account 
for the dulness which runs throveh thar, vour © St 
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Vennis’ lay before me while 1 composed—and a 
single glance at that, always makes me drowsy,—it 
does indeed Mr, Celebs. | recommend it to all 
old maids, who deal in simples, as an infallible 
soporific ; if your poetry is m the same spirit, you 
will be hereatter the poetpye of nurses—it will make 
such divine lullabies. 

Like a second Hloward, you declare your first 
object is the ‘ elevation of society 3’ this proposition 
seems absurd, unless you intend to elevate society 
as Archymedes proposed to elevate the 
taking a position ata distance from It ; 
come among us. Do Mr. 
exalted us, by means of your Archinedean ‘lever, to| 
a station in the scale of beings, which shall square 
with your * peculiarly delicate and refined views’ — 
do condescend to approach us—do gratify ow 
girlish Curiosity, and permit us to feast our eyes in 
gaziug on that great unknown, who never conde- 
ecends ‘ to Jet the vulgar know they are wiser than 
himself on any subject.’ 

And now, Myr. Celebs, I am ¢ 

proposition, which according to your con- 
struction of * Leap-year privileges,’ L have a perfect 
right to do, without passing * the fearful verge of 
immodesty ;? we both like to appear in print ; 
ecribble poetry, so do 1; 
wl SOCICLY, 





eaith, by| 
tor you neve r| 


| 
| 


ving to make you 
Ow) 


you 
you look to the elevation 
nature seems evidently to have 
designed us for each other; 1 therefore modestly, 
respectiully, and unequivocally * pop the question,’ 
and propose that we be forthwith united at the Altar} 
of Hymen: we imicht thus end this fearful contro- 
and join hand im hand in the great work of| 
elevating society; when, I venture to predict, ou 
point productions will mi ike t nore noise in the world, 
than our divided etforts, and we shall be hailed by 
the next generation, as the founders of that 
leyvitimate mode of elevating society—Union, 

Marewell, Mr. Celebs, [hope this is the last time, 


SU do [ . 





yersy, 


Only 


fo shall address you by that title, or subscribe! 
mnyself— Carouine Cannor, ih 
P. S. Mr. Printer, whether Mr. Celebs accepts 


my proffered imatrunony, or not, this will be 
tively my last. IL have just received the stummer| 
fashions, andy nuinerous Calls for dresses keep me 
constantly in the } inust give writing, | 
although it is pleasant to see one’s piece sip priat;| : 


posi- 


ovel 


shop ; 


however, it Mr. Celebs persists in palmiing his se andal | 
upon us, he may run against my reedle again. 


i. Ss 





WUIGCBBBLAMBOS. | 





AN EXTRACT. | 


We grow ndolent—all of us—men and women 
alike, in absolute POSSESSION 5 
is the nature of woman—it is the law of her being,) 
mm absolute security, 
and then, on 
shine. 


mow 
The finer ties that intertangle any two hearts, 
are never felt but when those hearts are jarred ; the 
stronger ones, never, but when they are pulled at, 
by separation, peril or doubt; cocucttes understand 


this. It is the instinct of power, in woman. I be- 
lieve what I say. Men are without it. Which of 
her children does a mother love best ? That, which 


has been the cause of most anxiety 
Who are the husbands and that are most 
passionately and devoutly loved ? Those who would 
seem to be wholly unworthy oflove—the neglectful— 
orthe wicked. ‘Those who are known to be a source 
of continual heart-burning, inquietude, and jeal 


, sorrow, sutlering, 


lovers, 


Celebs, when you have || 


drowsy, torpid, (such) 


Her heart must be agitated,| 
: . . . | 
will fall asleep im iis own sun-| 


ousy.—W ho ever saw a neglected wite, that did n hot 
Sec retly love her husband, even to distraction,—loug 
after she had grown ashamed of her love ? So wath 
nen. ‘They dangle after those, who hold them tn 
a state of Continual agitation, ‘To keep the waters 
of atfection pure, they must be troubled—even when 
all other waters are quiet ; and, il there be no angel 
to do it, why, a devil is better than quiet for then, 
The very atv of heaven would stagnate, but for the 
thunder. So would these fountains, but for the 
occasional intruder~-so would the atmosphere of a 
woiman’s heart. Joun NEAL 





MIDNIGIHT. 
The clock is striking twelve. How finely the 
full tones sweep past through the air, as if they would 
take up your thought and carry it miles away to the 
very friend you are thinking of at the moment 
The sentinel at the fort heard the clock, and the 
‘ first scholar’ looked up from his fluxions at Cam 
bridge and walked to the window to coolhis straimed 
eyes as the vibration reach him, and the 
maniac at Charlestown, turned his insane vaze alike 
and listened to the twelve solemn strokes with ha 
bitual attentiou—How many haunts of wretchedness 
hidden from human eye, in the depths of huinven 
hearts, have these cold vibrations 


sleepless 


reached while they 

W hat 
s uuwateched, 
and the 
atthe very 
, beyond all reach of medicime, perhaps 

Many a wife sits watching with a 
broken heart for her husband's step—many a mothe 
tor her child’s ; 


are dying so carelessly on our ears ? 
might they tell of secret misery 
and preying and feai 
thousand bitter cankers that lie 
heart-strings 


tules 
, Sichnes 
SOTrOW, and Cale, 


and teed 


ot svinpathy. 
venturous merchant lies 
haunted by fears of shipwreck and fire, 
undetected cdefaulter 
pehady a young 


many a 
bidehbb) Gabh 
fancies voices at the door, 
girl just finding out that love is Only 
a heaviness and niuses bitterly over the ca- 
And these 


ash ( i 


a tear, 
price ol an Unmeant trifle 


are the only watchers—for the happy are 


ad loment o1 


e perhaps the bride on her datntily wrought pillow 
inurmMuring in alow tone to the ear that will soon 
tire of its MMOnotomy—or the fervent poet building 
up his dream into the with his eyes stramine 
into the darkness, and his pulse mounting with the 
leaping freedom of an angel’s, forgettul that the 
world will trample out bis fiery spirit to ashes, and 
laugh to scorn the fine 


sky . 


work of his towerme taney 


An [rishman, who some time ago was Committed 
to Knutsford House of Correction for misdemeanor 
and sentenced to work on the treadwheel tor a 
month, observed, at the expiration of his task, 
‘What a vreat deal of fatage and or it 
would have saved us poor cratures if they had but 
invented it to go by stame, like all other water mills 
for d—— burn me, HL hawnt been going 
for four wakes, but niver could reach the 
door at all, at all" 


up stairs 
chamber 





The editor of the N. Y. Gazette, speaks of an 
instrument which he some times has occasion to use, 
Says 


‘quills are taken from the pinion of one 
to spre ad the o pinions of another.’ 


MOOS, 


A gentleman being once at a public entertaimment, 


where one of the party sat several hours without 
speaking a syllable, and was evidently silent from 
a contempt of the company, determined to resent 


it-Accordingly, when supper came in, he studiously 
attended to the silent man, and before his plate was 


empty, loaded with every thing at table One of 
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the company remarking this, asked him me he wasit 

eo assiduous. ‘ Sir,’ re plie ad he, * it proce eds from) 

my humanity, and the tenderness of my disposition, 

1 cannot bear to see a dumb creature want, 
— 

Yeasant Tiravelling.—In Edinburgh resides Mr. | 
C—, who is as huge, though not as witty, as Fal-| 
staff. It is his custom when he travels to book two! 
places, and thus secure half the inside ofa coach to| 
himself. He sent his servant the other day to book 
him for Glasgow. ‘The man returned with the fol- 
lowing pleasing intelligence : ‘ I’ve book’d you Sir ; 
there weren’t two inside places left, so I booked you 
one in and one out.’ 


— 

King James the I. gave all manner of liberty and 
encouragement to the exercise of buffoonery, and 
took great delight in it himself. Happening once 
to bear somewhat hard on one of the Scotch court- 
By my soul; returns the peer, * he that 
made your majesty a king, spoiled the best fool in 
Christendom, 


icrs. 





dining together, one of them 
noticing, a spot of grease on the neckcloth of the 
other, said—* I see you are a Grecian.’ Pooh,’ 
said the other ‘ that’s far-fetched.’ ‘* No, indeed, 
said the punster, ‘ L made it on the spot.’ 


Two Oxonians, 
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The Boston  Atiaian Miidiibiin 
odical published by Clapp & Hall, 


hy an association of 


~This is a new peri- 
Boston, and edited 
May 
Itis neatly printed on good paper, 
and contains many good things. 
payable in advance, 


gentlemen. The first or 
number is before us, 


Terms $2 per annum 


The Record of Genius.—A wew weekly paper bearing 
this title has made its appearance in Utica. It is pub- 
lished by Mr. Quartus Graves, on a mediuw sheet, in 
the quarto form, 
literary 


and is to be devoted exclusively to 
and miscellaneous reading, chiefly original, 
Price $2 per annum, 


j 
| 


of the 
Repository, can be supplied with it bound or unbound ; 
we have also ou hand a few complete sets of the Rural 
Repository, vew series, and all the volumes, excepting | 
the second, trom the beginning. 


VOLUME NINTH | 


Le Persons wishing for the eighth volume 








- ---< 


c ONDIL TLONS. 


The Rural Repository will be published every other Saturday, and 
will conta rweate six numbers of eqght pages each, besides the 
plates, atitle page and an index to the volume, om: iking th the whole, 
12 pages, Octave. It shall be print d in handsome style, on Super 
Royal paper of a superior quality, with an entire new bourgeors 
type, (of which this number is a specimen,) e ach number contammag 
it least one quarter more matter than heretofore ; making, at the 
end of the year, a vent and tasteful volume, the contents of which 
will be both amusing and instructive to youth in future vears. 

The Ninth Volume (Fifth Volume, New Series) will commence 
on the 2d of June next, at the low rate of One Dollar per annum, 
payable in all cases in advance. Any person, who will remit us 
Five Dollars, free of postage, sliall receive siz copies, and any per 
son, Who will remit us Ten Dollars, fiee of postage, shall receive 
twelve copies and one copy of the Eighth volume. 

Names of Subscribers with the amount of subscriptionsto be sent 
by the 20th of June, oras soon after us convenient, to the publisher, 
Willam B. Stoddard, No. 135, corner of Warren and Third Streets, 
Huds son, N. Y. 

Though it is desirable to have subscribers send in their names ae 
soon after the conmencement of the volume us possible, yet we 
shall endeavour to keep a supply of the previous numbers on hand 
to accommodate person wishing to subscribe any time during the 
year. 3 No subscriptions received for less than one year. 

Vay 1), PRL. 

xP EDITORS, who wish to exchange, are respectfully requested 
to give the above a few tosertions, oF at least a passing vole, and 
receive Subscriptions. 





LETTERS CONTAINING REMITTANCES, 
Received at this afiice, from Agents and others, ending June 13th, 
M. B. Wilder, Worcester, Ms. 82: J. 
Y. Sl: KR. Fiimt, P. M. Monsen, Ms. $3; 0. Bills, Sheffield, Me. 
&1; M. A. Woolsey, & G. F. Deming, Athens, N. Y. &2: W. P. 
Kouke, Elmira, N.Y. &1; J. Rogers, Warpersville, N.Y. 81; W 
M. Bunker, Ghent, N. Y. &1; A. F. Miller, Taghkanick, N.Y. 81, 
Dd. DD. Benedict, Ss Gg Springs, N.Y. 81; UH. TT. Sumner, P. M 


Martin, Barrytown, N 


Stockbridge, N. Y.8 T. Whitnm y; P. M. Magnolia, N. Y. Sl. 
W. EL. Siutte vile “ee Bi ui Ay Hills, N Y. 86; G. Dubois, Lower Red 
Hook, N Y.& 5 Wakeman, Preble, N. ¥, 81; W. Over 


bagh, P. M. Ge ob Berta e nN. ¥. 82: Z. ME€lra 
83. H.N. Fargo, P. M. Sherburne, N. ¥. 82: F. A. Bilton, Will 
inmstown, Ms SL; C. Johnson, P. M. Rutland, N. Y. &2; M.A. 
Stilman, Greenwich, Ms. Sl: A. K Beckwith, Cicero, N. ¥.&3; 
BR. V. Wagener, P. M. New Paltz, N. Y.81; H. Bailey, Albany, 
N. ¥. 81; ‘T’. Billings, P. M. Newbery, O. 31: J.J Frisbee, Bern, 
N.Y.82: €.B. Wing, Greenfield, Centre, N.Y. 81; 3 Currie. Jun. 
New-York, SL; J. R. Simms, Canajoharwe, N.V.S81; M. L. Piteh, 
Henrietta, N. VY. S1; BE A. Slader, Unity, N. &. 81: G. Taorner, 
Hinsdale, N.H.S1; L.S. Morris, Ogdensburgh N.Y. $1; H. Seeley, 
New Baltimore, N.Y S81; A.G. Parker, P.M. Shirley Village, Ms al, 
B.G Whiting, Luvnenburgh, Ms. $2; J. Norton, Benningte n, Vtes 


SUMMARY, 


of fine-edging a Razor—On the rough side of # 
rub a piece of tin or a common pewter spoon for 
or till the leather becomes glossy with the metal.—lI¢ 
the razor be passed ever this leather about half a dozen times, it will 
acquire a very fine edge. 


vy, W heeling, Vir. 





Fasy method 
strap of leather, 
halfa minute, 


The late Stephen Girard’s income was estimated at nine hundred 
thousand dollars a year, which is ove dollar seveuty three and a half 
cents a minute, 

The yearly value of Caps manufactured in the United States, 16 
estimated at $4,500,000. Bad for hatters. 

The valueoft Papermanufactured yearly is estimated at ®7.000 000, 
of which about $3,500,000 are paid fur tags, and &1,200. 000 tor 
wages, 

‘There were, within a few thousand, as many pairs of boots and 
shoes manufactured in Lynn, the last vear past, as the whole num 
ser of fish caught by the Marbletead fisheries, the past season.— Her 


MARRIED, 





OF THE | 


RURAL REPOSITORY, | 


OR BOWER OF LITERATURE; 
Embellished with Copperplate Engravings. 


Devoted exclusively to Polite Literature 
Ing subjects 


, comprised in the follow 
Original and Select Tales, Essays, American and Fo 
eign Biography, Travels, History, Notices of New Publications, 
Fummary of News, Oriwinal and Select Poetry, Amusing Miscellany, 
Humorous and Historical Anecdotes, &c. &e 

On issuing proposals for publishing the Minth Volume of the 
R iral Repository, the publisher would renew his pledge 





to his pa 


ms, and the public in general, that his unremitting ende avors | 
will be exerted to meet ther expectations Phe Repository wall] 
contimue to os conducted on the same plaa and alfirded at the same | 
miventent rate, which he ha reansou to belreve bas lithert oviven| 
iteo wide acreulation; andsucha durable and flattering popular ity | 


ehas rendered ita favorite and amusing visitor during the cigh 
years of its publication. \s its corre 
ind several highly talented individuals with the benetit of whose 
hiterary labors he has not heretofore been favored, and whose wri- 
tings would reflec 


spondents are daily mnereaomg 





t honor upon any periodical, have engaged to con-} 
rhyute to ite columns, he Hatters himself that their communications! 
and the one 


periodicals 


fornteh hien with rnple materiale for en 


nal matter 
ol the ilay 


naire idy on hand, tugether with the best 


with which he isn regularly suy piv 1, wil 


Tn this city, by the Rev. Mr. Chester, Capt. Frederick C. Clashr, of 
| Nantucket, to Miss Mary B. Hubbell, daughter of Wm. G. Hubbell, 
Esq. of this city. ; 
On Tuesday, the th inet. by the Rev. Mr. Whitcomb, Mr. William 
|H. Anable. to Miss Mary B Steel, all of this city. 
| On Friday, the &b inst. by the same, Mr. 
| Miss Dorcus Higgins. j 
On Thursday, the 
John Loudon, of 
In Coxsackie, 


Thomas Mattison, to 


Andrews, Mr 
rhorn, of this erty 


bv the Rev. Mr. Griggs, Mr. Abra 


7th inst. by the Rev. Edward 
Nuburn, to Miss Maria Schern 


on the 6th inst. 


jham Hitehcock, of Tiudson, to Miss Surah VY. Hoyt, of the former 
| place 

| In North Guilford, Conn. on the 18th ult. by ithe Rev) Mr. Whe 
jmore, Mr. William F. Butler, of this city, to Miss Naney Bartlett, 
| luughterof th late Davy Rartiett, § | of the tormer place 
|] In Great Barriggton, Mass. on the Sbst ult. by the Rev. Mr. Bure 
iMr. Elias He. Spi ue, of Pittstield, to Mixs Aurelia Pomeroy, of the 


tormer place 
At Millville, on the 4th inst by the Rew. J. Re raer, Mr. 


W. Conant, of Wilton, Sarat va Co to Miss Mania At 


Syivester 


ipUsta Kirk 
{ Kinderhwok 


DItED, 





hveeninge tta rere with that 


sstiy eaxnected I vothes of Chis nature 


In Claverack, on the °d inst. Mrs. Christina, wife of Mr. Peter 
Kelte in 52d year of her age 
Also, on the sametay, Vir. Joho Viel el.inthe 47th vear fhisaze 
At Philadelphia, on the 141} tia the eth vea fhera { 
roe Parteraon. the leet curs ‘ Robert La ngston, { 


enrieteaor ot the Moa 
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For the Rural Repository 
THE CAUSE OF POLAND. 
What heart but swells with joy, to trace 
The annals of Sarmatia’s glory ? 
But ah! can time or tears efface 
The horrors of her later story ? 


A guiltless clime, by impious power 
Of leagued oppressors, bound in chains ! 
Yet struggling to her latest hour, 
While the last gasp of life remains ! 


Her sons,—upon their native soil 

Compelled to eat the bread of slaves! 
To wait e’en tyrant’s leave to foil, 

Or seek for Freedom o’er the waves! 
Else why did brave Pulaski’s blood, 

Bedew a far, and foreign strand ? 
Why gallant Kosciusko stood, 

A bulwark to Columbia’s band ? 
But once again! Poland, again! 

They wave thy ancient flag on high 
Ah! does that standard yet remain ?— 

Or droops it ‘neath a low'ring sky ? 


Ah no! a dauntless patriot band 


Have pledged their oaths to Heaven, on high, 


That flag shall float o'er sea and land, 
Or they beneath it's folds will die ! 


But roused oppression’s trumpet blast, 
Has called his legions from afar, 
The servile hordes are gathering fast, 
To swell the horrid ranks of war. 


They come ;—Earth trembles ‘neath their tread 
y ’ 


Heaven echoes to their warlike cry ; 
I see their hostile banners spread, 
While threatening clouds involve the sky. 


see the Polish horseman brave, 

I see the Cossack’s glittering lance, 
see their brandished sabres wave, 
And the long martial line advance. 


I hear the thundering cannon sound, 
I see the furious Hosts unite ; 

These for their monarch bleed around ; 
These for theic God and Country fight. 


And Poland's standard, high in air, 

Still waves above the ensanguined field ; 
Each Polish soldier gazing there 

May faint and die but cannot yield. 
Then on Sarmatia, glorious land! 

Press forward in thy high career ! 
Humble the haughty tyrant’s hand, 

Break the oppressor’s blood-stained spear 
For thee the hearts of millions pray, 

On thee the eyes of nations gaze ; 
There let them rest, nor turn away 


"Till dimmed with glory’s dazzling blaze! 


The meed of deathless fame be thine, 
The rising star, that gilds thy brow, 
Shall with eternal glory shine, 
Though darkling clouds obscure it now. 
May, 1831. 


From the Norfolk Beacon 

STANZAS, 
Addressed to a young | 
tion, replied —* J am not too old to love my mother. 


I did not think to check the flow 


Of thy young heart's deep love, fair boy . 


And with ungentle hand to throw 


A cloud athwuart thy sun of joy. 


Would —though fast coming years will stea! 


Phy boyish freshness from thy brow— 


Thou ne'er could’st be too old to feel 
' 


Ihe same pure love that stirs thee now 


0y, Who supposing himself rebuked for his 





} 
| 
} 





Would that thy heart might ever be 
Link’d to thy mother’s by a spell 
As strong as human destiny, 
And lave, that years, vor cares may quell ; 
That manhood might not lead away 
Thy steps from the maternal knee, 
The spot where thou art wont to pray, 
‘The lip that only blesseth thee. 


Yet vain the wish—a mother’s choice 
May not forever win thine ear, 
A mother’s heart bid thine rejoice, 

Nor blend with thine a mother’s tear. 
Thou wilt commune with men—and yearn 
For the endearments childhood knew, 
And sigh, when later friendships burn, 

For those, the early loved and true. 


And they will quit thee not—no charm 
Lingers about our after years ; 
s | here cometh no inaternal arin 
To mould our course, or stay our fears, 
And thou wilt look, in sorrow back, 
Ou many a joy-enliven’d scene, 
But find ov manhood's blistering track, 
Nought like a mother’s love, | ween. 


Then think not | could bid thee seal 
Thy living heart up in thy breast, 
And would that thou should’st cease to feel 
All that hath power to make thee blest! 
O, no! let thine affection now 
Gush out, where’er their promptings move 
Hereafter it may be that thou 
Wilt find no human thing to love. 


T —— fell in love with a maid, 

Each night ‘neath her window he stood, 
And there with his soft serenade, 

He awaken’d the whole neighborhood. 
But vainly he tried to arouse 

Her sleep, with his strains so bewitching ; 
While he played in the front of the house 

She slept in the little back kitchen. 





PRUDENT SIMPLICITY. 
That thou mayst injure no man, dove-like be, 
And serpent-like, that none may injure thee, 





DATIGULAS 








Answers lo the PUZZLES in our last. 
Puzz.Le I. 

No, is a denial that many have got; 
lo that add a T, makes the syllable Not ; 
And ‘Tin, is au ore that is frequently found, 
Whilst the ploughman says G, as he turnsup the ground, 
A Ham, is a savoury piece we must own, 
Thea Nottingham, sure, is the name of your town. 

Puzz_¥ 11.—Because they are turned by the weight 


|of their fees. 


NEW PUZZLES. 
1. 

Why are executors and administrators like turkey 
buzzards? ° 
TI. 

Why are unmarried ladies like mew in prison 





Writing Ink, 


Of a superior quality, by the gallon or less quantity, for sale at A 
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